ii2        EVENING  ON THE BROADS.
Still there linger the loves of the morning and noon, in a
vision Blindly beheld, but in vain : ghosts that are tired, and
would rest. But the glories beloved of the night rise all too dense for
division, Deep in the depth of her breast sheltered as doves in a
nest. Fainter the beams of the loves of the daylight season
enkindled Wane, and the memories of hours that were fair with
the love of them fade : Loftier, aloft of the lights of the sunset stricken and
dwindled,
Gather the signs of the love at the heart of the night new-made.